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From the Ladies’ Companion, 
THE CHRISTIANS. 
A PASSAGE FROM THE REIGN OF NERO. 
By Edward Maturin. 
(Concluded. ) 
CHAPTER V.—THE CELL. 

We left Claudius in the cell adjoining that of 
the apostle. The suddenness of his seizure suffi- 
ciently disclosed to him the certainty of his 
doom, and the implacable will on which his life 
depended. He however enjoyed the privilege of 
daily intercourse with Paul, and from the con. 
templation of his example, and the inspired 
beauty of his instructions, which contrasted the 
utter futility of life with the glorious prospect of 
the future, derived a holy strength, which forti- 
fied him against every pain to which he should 
be exposed. 

‘Master,’ said he, ‘it is my will to die with 

thee.’ 

‘Say not so, my son,’ returned Paul ; ‘not 

thine, but the will of Gop be done.. It matters 

not how or when we die. Let bat our lest mo- 

ments be full of assurance to Gop, and faith to 

his Son, and the sufferings we endure below shall 

be exchanged for that happiness the world can- 

not give. We part here but for a moment, my 

son; but in heaven our meeting shall be etcrnal, 

and our joys shall no man take away.’ 

Such were the exhortations of the apostle to 

confirm his faith, and diminish his attachment to 

life, whose tenure at best was precurious. 

His desire was at length granted; the execu- 

tion of Paul and Claudius was appointed for the 

night before the Kalends. ‘The period at once 

revived to the memory of Claudius the words of 
‘Rofus, ‘that the Kalends should see the tyrant 

die’ He shuddered at the death even of his en- 

emy, and actuated by the tenets of a religion 

which forbids retaliation for injury, or the enter- 

tainment of vindictive feeling, he not only for- 
gave the Emperor, but desired, if possible, to 
save his life. ‘The Kalends were approaching, 

and he himself was to die the night before. If 
he could absolve his conscience from privity to 
bloodshed, he was content to die.. There was 
one other reflection which embittered his ap- 
proaching fate, and taxed all his powers of sub. 
mission. He had not seen Tita since their vio. 
lent separation, and she had been torn from him 
at the moment when her conversion to the true 
faith bad consecrated theirlove. Nor was their 
separation more painful than the uncertainty of 
their next meeting. In this, however, he deri- 
ved consolation from that beautiful portion of 
his faith, which taught him that the future re- 
united the broken ties of life, and purified affec- 
tion from the senses which controlled it here; 
that the tear with which we parted would be ex- 
changed for smiles, and the suffering and broken- 
hearted forget the pain which dimmed the eye 
and bowed the head’ 













The night preceding the Kalends had at length 
arrived. Claudius was appointed to die after 
the apostle, and yet no opportunity had offered 
of divulging the conspiracy, and so acquitting 
his conscience of the secret which weighed on 
his last moments. He heard the tumult of the 
soldiers without, as they prepared for the execu. 
tion ; and he stood momentarily expecting their 
entrance to conduct him to the place. As he 
thus stood, his last moments occupied in prayer, 
in which he implored a blessing upon Tita, the 
door of his cell opened—and the object of his 
thoughts and prayers was before him. 

‘Welcome, welcome, my Tita,’ he exclaimed, 
‘even though it be in the hour of death! But 
why weepest thou, girl ?” he continued, as clasp. 
ing her to his breast he felt her convulsive sobs. 

‘Ask me not,’ she replied ; ‘thou art to die ; the 
faith thou hast bound ine to must be sealed with 
blood! O, my Claudius! was it for this I aban- 

doned a creed which withholds not its protecting 
power from the humblest object on the earth ? 
Yet for thy sake will I love it still, seeing it has 
not left thee comfortless or without support.’ 

‘Comfortless ?’ retorted Claudius, his eye beam- 
ing with the light which hope and truth had bor. 
rowed from a purer world. ‘Comfortless! I tell 
thee, Tita, the dungeon of my prison has for me 
neither darkness nor chains—its solitude gives 
me the holier companionship of those thoughts 
which dwell within the Christian’s breast; its 
fetters press lightly on my hands when I think 
on the glorious liberation of the spirit from all 
that is unholy and corrupt. Remember, maiden, 
that which I told thee of, that we must pass thro’ 
fear and tribulation ere the tainted soul can ap- 
pear before Gop—the saint is content to pass 
through suffering here, for the promise which 
awaits him beyond Jordan. Thou said’st right, 
Tita, I am not comfortless, for the last words of 
our Divine Master were—‘I will not leave ye 
wholly comfortless.’ Can’st thou doubt, my Tita, 
the care of our Gop ?—while Rome itself is in 
ashes, not one flame hath touched the prison of 
his servants 

‘And I,’ replied the maiden, ‘have seen Jupi- 
ter Staton hurled to the earth. But,’ she con-/ 
tinued with increased agitation of manner, ‘our 
converse must be brief, for the hour approaches. 
Guarded by Fenius Rufus, it is by his permission 
that Iam here. His last words were—* The 
palace hath dangers for thec—return not? I 
flew to thee, for I heard this night thou wert to 
die—and if I could not perish, at least receive 
thy blessing, and pray with thee.’ 

On a sudden, the lateness of the hour and the 
conspiracy rushed to the miad of Claudius—his 
conscience shrank from the possession of its 
guilty secret, and on its disclosure hung the life 
of his enemy. 


‘Bear with me, Tita,’ he exclaimed hastily; 
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secret which concerns his life and the safety of 
his throne; that disclosed, I die happy. The 
Christian forgives where he is persecuted—re. 
turning good for evil. The entrance, to the 
prison is guarded; I could not pass in my own 
garment; lend me thy mantle; I will return 
ere the hour of dcath arrives. Their raiment 
was immediately exchanged. 

‘Remember,’ said Tita, ‘I came to die with 
thee.’ 

‘Ere that hour arrives, I shall be here,’ replied 
Claudius. 

‘The Gop of our faith preserve thee ? ejacula- 
ted the maiden, as the door of the cell shut Clau- 
dius from her view. 

CHAPTER VI.—THE TYRANT’S MIDNIGHT. 
Having passed the guards in safety, Claudius 
flung the disguise from him as he approached 
the palace. Entering its gardens, he desired to 
see Epaphroditus, the Emperor’s freedman.— 
With the narrow bigotry of a hostile faith, he 
distrusted the Christian, and doubted the truth 
of any intelligence he might convey. At length, 
after some importunity, his request was granted. 
‘The Emperor is sleeping,’ said the freedman ; 
‘when he awakes you shall be admitted to him.’ 

It was midnight ere Claudius entered the pal- 
ace; but the sleep Epaphroditus spoke of was a 
broken and fearful dream—the tyrant tossed up. 
on his couch, in vain seeking for repose, and his 
dreams were mingled with the images of guilt. 
By his side stood the spirit of his mother,which 
haunted the matricide in the hour of conviviality 
net less than in the solitude of his chamber.— 
But the darkness of midnight,whose silence was 
eloquent with the horrors of his guilt, lent to his 
dreams the tortures of a coward. "T'was der 

ippina rose to his mind—and as he sh 

saat imprccations of his murdered mother, 
the air resounded with the whips, and the gloom 
of his chamber blazed with the torches of the 
furies who followed her. He writhed upon his 
couch, his teeth gnashed, the fevered drops stood 
on his aching brow, as the imaginary presence 
of the furies typified the retribution which a- 
waited him after death. The mimic part of 
Orestes he had so frequently played, rose before 
him, stained with-maternal blood, bound with 
serpents, goaded by lashes, and trembling be. 
neath the curses of the wandering shade. ‘Con- 
science,’ says Tacitus, ‘may make a truce with 
the guilty, but never a lasting peace” By day 
or night, waking or sleeping, the shade of 
Agrippina, with other victims of his cruelty, 
stood before him. His dreams were those of the 
‘crook-backed tyrant,’ aggravated by matricide. 

‘Back! back to thy hades, accursed shade? 
exclaimed the tyrant, seizing his sword, and 
convulsively starting from his couch; ‘back, 
back, I say ; comest thou for blood or vengeance 
—my time is not yet” His eyes glared, and the 











‘F must see the Emperor before I die—I have a 
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with the other he thrust at the imaginary spec 
tre. ‘Ha! ha! he exclaimed with a force: 
laugh, the echo of which made him start as it 
rolled through the vacant chamber. ‘What is 
it I fear ?—darkness, solitude, myself! Yes, it 
is—it is myself !—my thoughts, which burn day 
and night! Ha! who’s there? 

‘The slave of Cesar,’ said Epaphroditus, en- 
tering—‘of him who rules the mistress of the 
world,’ he continued, bending the knee with the 
servility of aneastern slave. ‘A Nazarene with- 
out craves an audience with thee. His request, 
he says, must not be slighted.’ 

‘A Nazarene ! reiterated the tyrant, ‘what doth 

he here? and at midnight? Perhaps,’ continu- 

ed he, musing, the comes to beg the life of his 
brother Paul. But no—blood, blood I will have ! 
and he convulsively grasped his sword, ‘Why 
should I,who have slain a mother, fear the death 
of a Nazarine?’ His face grew ghastly, the 
sword fell on the ground, and as its echo smote 
on his ear, he flew to his freedman, and buried 
his face in his bosom, ‘Shield me from them— 
they haunt, they lash me. Oh! my Epaphro 
ditus, would that my pile were lit! Hisathletic 
frame trembled in the embrace of his servant, 
till weak and stupified with the horror of his 
guilt, he sank at his feet! 

‘Speak, speak, Cesar,’ said the freedman, 
kneeling, and parting from his swollen temples 
the hair clotted with perspiration. ‘Speak, shall 
I admit him?’ 

‘Not till they are gone,’ said Nero, endeavoring 
to rise. 

‘Who? inquired Epaphroditus, looking round 
the apartment dimly lit by a single silver lamp} 

‘My mother /’ exclasmed the matricide, in a 

tone of agony, which appalled his attendant.— 
The tears flowed freely, but they were the off- 
spring of a coward mind, which trembled at the 
images itevoked from the sepulchre of its guilt. 
They flowed on the cheek, but melted not the 
heart, either to pity or repentance. He dashed 
them aside, and looking hastily round, sprung 
from the ground as in disdain of the abject posi- 
tion he occupied at the foot of his slave. ‘Ad. 
mit the Nazarine,’ he said; and, after a pause, 
feeling the cowardice of guilt, and approaching 
Epaphroditus, and eyeing him sternly, said, 
‘Have guard upon thy life ; if there be treachery 
here, thou diest ; keep thyself within call, and 
leave thy sword with me!’ The freedman obcy- 
ed, and withdrew. The eyes of Nero followed 
him, as though he would scan his purposes. 

Claudius and the freedman entered a few mo- 
ments after; on a sign from the Emperor, the 
latter withdrew. 

‘What would’st thou, Nazarene ?’ said Nero, 
hastily. 

Claudius stood at the remote end of the apart. 
ment, his face and figure in perfect obscurity. — 
‘My task is one of mercy,’ said Claudius; ‘thy 
life and thy throne are even now in the power 
of a despised Nazarene!’ 

‘My life ! reiterated Nero, as the word sounded 
with the voice of retribution. ‘My life! and in 
thy hand! Fool!—on thy life sport not !’ 

‘Death is’ not a theme for sport,’ returned Clau- 
dius ; ‘the lamb gambols not before the wolf.’ 

‘Ha ! dost thou bait me to my face P 

‘Not J,’ replied the Christian, ‘but thy con. 
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The tyrant started, and his sword full. *Thou 
art even now in my power!’ continued tne Chris. 
tian; ‘yet would I not strike thee, though the 
sworp were in my grasp. The Christian blesses 
even the enemy that curses!’ Nero trembled 
as well before the sublime doctrine of a faith he 
persecuted, as the dignity of its disciple. “Thou 
tremblest ! said Claudius. 

‘ Tis with rage,’ replied the tyrant. 

‘The Christian,’ continued the Nazarene, ‘trem- 
bles before Gop alone.’ 

‘Qut on thee, fool!’ said Nero, rage and terror 
heightening his voice toashriek. ‘By Jupiter! 
thou and thy faith shall be swept from Rome ! 

‘Maa dare not do what Gop forbids,’ retorted 
Claudius, his eye glowing, and his lip curling 
with disdain at the impotence of a monarch who 
mistook defiance for power. The sublime stern- 
ness of the Christian awed the tyrant, and sub- 
dued his menacing tone. 

‘Christian,’ said he, after a pause, ‘what of 
my life?’ 

‘It is in danger,’ retorted Claudius. “The dag- 
ger is unsheathed for thy destruction, even while 
I speak.’ A visible tremor ran through the ty- 
rant, and tottering to his couch, he sank upon it. 
‘Cwsar,’ continued Claudius, withdrawing, ‘my 
task is done. _ My last words, sf they have not 
blessed, have saved thee. We meet no more till 
we stand before Gop!’ 

The Emperor saw not the sublime action of 
the Christian, as his uplifted hands seemed to at- 


low voice in which they were uttered, pierced 
the very heart of the guilty monarch. ‘Man or 
shade, be thou what thou wilt,’ he exclaimed, 
rising from his couch, and extending both hands 
to him in the agony of fear, ‘be’st thou to warn 
or to haunt me, I adjure thee by our gods, tell 
me all thou knowest.’ 

*To.morrow shall be celebrated the game of 
Ceres,’ replied Claudius; then, and there, meet 
the conspirators for thy life.’ 

*Yet one word more,’ exclaimed Nero, rushing 
forward, and in the coward weakness of the mo- 
ment falling on his knees. The chamber echoed 
his words. The Christian was gone. 

CHAPTER VII.—THE CROSS, 
Midway between the palace and the prison, 
stood the place appointed for the execution of 
Paul ane Claudius. It was past midnight as he 
cleared the palace-gates. As he proceeded with 
haste, a dark and shadowy body approached.— 
A low and stifled lamentation swept on the mid 
night blast, and the light of a few struggling 
torches shed a melancholy and sickly glare. It 
moved ata slow and measured pace, and it was 
not till the moment of their meeting, that he re. 
cognized it as the funeral procession of the 
apostle. 
Stupified with horror as he looked his last on 
all that was godlike in uature, he forgot alike 
the errand he had been engaged in, and the mai 
den he had left in his own prison. His inind was 
abstracted from everything earthly, and its pow. 
ers were suspended between love for his master, 
and prayer for his last moments. As he gazed 
on the apostle, sublime and erect, his hands 
bound as a malefactor, and folded on his breast, 
his eyes turned in prayer to that Gop for whose 
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of all prayers, his Divine 
Master had taught his disciples ; as he gazeq ra 
and heard him, the beautiful conformity of ex. 
ample and precept rushed to his mind, ang the 
teachings of Pauw never so strongly influencey 
his mind, as the faith, the courage and sublim: 
of the Maarryr. 

As Claudius turned to join the Procession, the 
eye of the apostle fell upon him. *My sony hp 
said, ‘have I not well told thee that life is 
shadow? Even as now, the word of a man egy 
erase it. Remember then the words of the 
ing, which speak as from the oracle of the graye, 
Fear not, I say, even as our Divine Master hath 
taught us, those who hurt the body, but canno 
touch the soul ; but rather fear Him who gy 
destroy both soul and body together.’ He pyjg 
ed his fettered hands to Heaven, and bowed hig 
head as he mentioned the name of Gop, and thy 
tear which dimmed the eye of Paul, fell likedep 
on the heart of that young disciple, quickening 
the growth of that faith his words had planted 
there. 

Through that long night, Clau’ias stirred got 
from the foot of the cross, where hung the tify 
less body of his master. ‘The hours rolled’ gq) 
the sentries were relieved from ticir posts, bat 
the external world and its objects were closed 
from him, as he kneit absorbed in prayer.» ‘The 
torches had already sunk in darkness, and the 
drowsy sentinel reclined upon his spear, No 
sound was heard upon that desolate spot,. gaye 
the prayer of the Christian, and the groan of 
anguish which escaped him, as he occasionally 
glanced upon the cross. But round that mar 
tyred apostle hovered the halo of Divinity, bright. 
ening the hopes of the Christian with the light 
it borrowed from eternity. . 

The night was on the wane, and the stars 
were gradually fading before the misty light of 
morning, and Claudius still remained prayingby 
the cross. So deep and abstracted had been 
that prayer, that he heard neither the word pas. 
sed by the sentinels, nor the dull and heavy 
tramp of armed men approaching. The fitst 
words which broke his revery, were rudely ad: 
dressed to him by a soldier: ‘ Rise, Nazareng, 
seek a fitter place for prayer.’ wt 
Claudius started from the ground. The whole 
had been to him as a dream. He looked up 
wards. The pale form of the apostle met his 
gaze. He clasped his hands convulsively to his 
eyes. He looked round him ; the night hadak 
ready passed, and the dim light of morning faint 
ly streaked the east. Tita, and the danger in 
which he had left her, rushed through his mind 
with the speed of lightning. Had the maiden 
braved death for the love she bore him? Had 
he shrunk from the death whose triumph and 
glory he painted to her? were questions which 
passed through his confused and bewildered 
mind. As he mused upon her danger, he was 
about to rush from the spot, when one of the 
soldiers held a torch to his face, and recognizing 
seized him. 

‘Ha! Nazarene, is this thy faith,’ he exclaim. 
ed, tauntingly, ‘to leave a girl to die in thy 
place ? 

‘Unhand me,’ cried Claudius, vainly endea¥- 
oring to extricate himself from the grasp of the 
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naine persecution had no terror, and punishment 


soldier. ‘I fly to her rescue, and todeath? 











science.’ 


no pain; as h: heard him repeat with vigor and 





‘She is here!’ cried a female voice from the 
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gentre of the troop, and flinging from her a 
mantle which she had found in Claudius’ cell, 
the speaker disclosed the form of Tita. Iua 
poment he burst from the hold of the soldier, 
and clasped the maiden to his heart. 

‘Was it thy will, my Tita,’ he exclaimed, ‘to 
jie for me? So young—so beautiful! Was 
jife as nought to thee ? 

‘J have been wedded to thy faith,’ answered 
jhomaiden, ‘in sorrow and suffering. Thou hast 
old me that life is a dream to the Christian; 
sod Heaven his reward. Thou saidst, in that 
heaven we forget the smile which sense cor- 
wpted, and the enjoyments which fade beneath 
thehand which touches them. The martyrs of 
gut faith, who regard life as an offering to Gop, 
thou hast said, will be our company ; and as she 
spoke, she extended her hand to the lifeless form 
which hung upon the cross. ‘Claudius, lama 
Christian, and for that faith would I die. Thine 
hour had come; they entered thy cell; I disgui- 
gd myself with thy mantle, and was content to 
gek in thy heaven the happiness the Christian 
could not find on carth,’ | 

Seize him, seize him, a Christian hath deceiv- 
dthe Emperor!’ echoed the soldiers. ‘To the 
palace,’ they shouted; ‘the wild beasts shall de- 
your What the cross has spared !’ 

They were rushing forward to seize Claudius, 
when Tita re!cased herself from his embrace, 
few to the foot of the cross, and on her knees, 
casping it with o1c arm, while the other was | 
extended to the guards, ‘Hold she exclaimed; 
the Gop of the Ciristian will protect his serv- 
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far concealed the Christian as to prevent his re- 
cognition now. 

‘Hla! Nazarene,’ he cried with rage, his eyes 
full and flashing ; ‘by the gods! thou hast broken 
thy cage once, but I will bind thee where free- 
dom shall only give thee to beasts! Nero was 
not more exasperated at the escape of Claudius, 
than that of Tita from the palace, and the love 
of the Christians, which presented an obstacle 
to his own lust. Turning to Tita, and with dif. 
ficulty moderating the passion he could not con- 
ceal—‘And thou too, maiden, hast sported with 
our power within our very palace. Have a care, 
the lion is strongest in his own den—this was 
the act of Rufus, but he and his confederates 
are in chains; thy guard shall be trustier’— 
He whispered Epaphroditus: the maiden looked 
not up—if she had, the malignant smile on the 
tyrant’s lip would have quenched the last ray of 
hope. 

CHAPTER IX.—THE MISTRESS AND THE CHRISTIAN. 

The Christians were separated, but their des- 
tinations were as opposite in place as character. 
Claudius had but exchanged one dungeon for 
another, while Tita was conducted to an apart- 
ment costly and luxurious. But what is splen-. 





A fow sultry drops of rain, which had hith. 
ato fallen, portended an approaching storm— 
the clouds rolled on in a heavy and sable mass, 
while anon their broken edges glowed with the 
lurid rays of su.n.ner lightning. A peal rung 
through the hcavens—whose hollow reverbera. 
tionsquivered the cross to which Tita clung.— 
The phenomenoa of appeal and answer, addres- 
editself to the superstition of the heathen, and 
fra moment they were as those who hear in 
the thander the voice of Gop. Mbotionless and 
tilent, they stood tixed to the spot till the clouds 
dispersed, and tlie echoing thunder had died in 
distance, But, with the storm passed its terrors, 
adseizing the C iristians, they conducted them 
o the palace, 

CHAPTER VIJI.—THE TYRANT A JUDGE. 
Itwas the noon of the following day, ere the 
Christians appeared before Nero. The games 
in honor of Ceres liad becn celebrated, and Clau 
dius had defeated the conspiracy, and spared the 
life of his persecutor ; the conspirators had been 
tized, and their punishment already awarded. 
AsClaudius and ‘lita were entering the cham. 
terof the Emperor, several of them were de- 
farting, strongly guarded, and in chains. The 
tye of Rufus fell on Claudius. ‘Christian,’ he 
uid, ‘I pardon the faith which errs on the side 
of merey—thou hast spared a tyrant’s life; ’tis 
vell if it sting not thiae own! The conspira- 
tors passed on, and the Christians stood before 
the Emperor, 

Epaphroditus, who stood by his throne, in 
brief detailed the complaints of the soldiers : 
That Claudius had endeavored to egea pe death 
by passing his prison-door in female disguise, 


dor to the heat-sick and unhappy prisoner? It 
resembles the golden bars of the cage to the bird ; 
they catch the rays of that sun whose heaven 
was freedom, and whose broad expanse gave no 
limit to its flight ; and how it flutters only tore. 
mind it of bondage, aad the melaneholy of its 
note pines for the mountain and the breeze, 
None were to approach her, save the freed. 
man, whose life was to answer the violation of 
his charge. She foresaw the tyrant’s design, 
and anxiously prayed for the hand of death to 
avertit. She flung herself on the couch in des. 
pair, but the form of Claudius stood by her side, 
and whispered words of comfort and support.— 
He seemed to exhort the earnestness of prayer, 
and confidence in the protectivun of his Gop.— 
She rose from her couch, and endeavored to ab- 
stract her mindin prayer. She was strengthen- 
ed; her feelings were tranquilized, and she sank 
to sleep. 

It was midnight; the lamps but faintly lit the 
chamber, whose deep silence was brokenonly by 
the respiration of the sleeping maid. Slowly 
and cautiously a secret panel connected witi 
the silver cloth of the apartment was opened 
and speedily closed. A delicate female figure 
approached, whose dark countenance and flow- 
ing hair announced an eastern clime. It was 
Acte. The Emperor had left his apartment that 
night, and, free from suspicion, she had passed 
to the chamber of her rival. She had not for- 
gotten the passion the Emperor had exhibited to 
Tita in the hour of a drunken revel; and jeal 
ousy, deeper for the protraction of revenge, still 
rankled within her breast. She loved Nero, ty- 


rant and monster as he was; the more so, per- 








tnd that the imposition had not been discovered 





187 


eee 
/tll they arrived at the place of execution,— 
| Claudius answered not a word; he was unawil- 
ling to desecrate the benevolence of his faith, by 
| making it the purchase of his pardon. He had left 
his prison, but it was tosave hisenemy. Death 
to him was more welcome than life ; and he stood 
before the tyrant, resolved to preserve the secret 
of the last night’s interview. The darkness of 
the chamber, and the agitation of Nero, had so 


of the remonstrance and dissuasion of his moth. 
er; and the warm passions of her climate, whilé 
they lent ardor to her love, gave depth also to 
revenge. 

She cautiously surveyed the chamber, and 
stood in silence, as if to ascertain that none ap. 
proached. In herhand she held a small golden 
cup. She approached the couch. She bent over 
the unconscious form of her intended victim ; 
but the calmness of sleep was on her brow, and 
with it, it brought forgetfulness of danger. She 
touched her. Tita started from her cotich.— 
‘Claudius, is it thou? broke from her lips, as 
she looked round her wildly, unconscious of time 
or place. 

Acte extended the cup toher. Guilt and fear 
for its success worked within her; her hand 
trembled; her lips quivered in the attempt to 
speak ; and as she faltered, ‘Drink, maiden, ‘tis 
a draught for care,’ she sank exhausted by the 
couch of Tita. Suspicion darted through the 
mind of the maiden, as she recognized guilt in 
the nervous hesitation of Acte’s manner. She 
dashed from her the goblet, and as her scream of 
terror rung through the apartment, the door o- 
pened, and the freedman rushed in; he disap. 
peared for a moment, but immediately returned, 
followed be Nero and Claudius. 

Toexplain their sudden appearance, it is ne. 
cessary to retrace a few steps. 

The enmity which Nero felt to the Christians 
had been embittered in the case of Claudius, by 
the love which bound him to Tita. As long as 
he lived, the tyrant could not hope for the pos- 
session of her person. He therefore resolved 
upon his umnmediate death under pretext of his 
creed. 

That night the Emperor had entered the cell 
of Claudius, and announced to him his fate.— 
To the Christian, death had noterror, and amid 
the cruelties which Nero’s ingenuity in sport de- 
vised for his victims, Claudius’ fortitude remain- 
ed unshaken. ‘Grant me but one request,’ said 
the Christian. 
‘Speak,’ rejoined the tyrant. 

‘I bow in silence to thy will,’ answered Clau- 
dius, ‘if I but see Tita ere I die.’ 

‘Follow me,’ replied Nero. They were al- 
ready in the passage leading to her chamber, 
when Epaphroditus, who watched at the door, 
hearing the scream, rushed in, followed by Nero 
and Claudius. — 

A dead silence prevailed, as Neroand the 
Christian gazed on the figures, unable to explain 
their agitation, ur itscause. Acte still clang to 
the couch for support; the goblet was by her 
side, while Tita stood in the centre of the apart.. 
ment, her hair falling in disorder on her shoul- 
ders, her eyes fixed in vacant unconsciousness, 
while her hand trembled as it pointed to Aete. 
To one whose palace witnessed as frequently 
scenes of death, as those of conviviality, the 
present one, as his eye fell on the goblet, need. 
ed no interpretation for Nero. 

‘Poison, treachery” he cried, in a voice of 
passion. 

Acte, mistress of every art which could as- 
guage his fiercest moments, dreaded not his an- 
ger so much as discovery. She felt conceal. 
ment vain, and with the subtelty of a mistress 
who knows the weakness of her lover will for- 








haps, as he had continued the connexion in spite 
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love, falling at Nero’s feet, implored pardon.— 
‘Forgive me,’ she cried, ‘I share thy throne, but 
cannot share thine heart with another. My 
lord knows the depth of that love which hath 
made me aim at the life of this maiden, Par. 
don, Cesar, for thy servant.’ 

Though guilty, the intense emotion of her ut- 
terance evinced her truth. And as the Empe- 
ror gazed on his kneeling mistress, the sincerity 
of her words, the strength of her passion, the 
tears which dimmed her lustrous eyes, and the 
grace of her attitude—all flung round the Asiatic 
a spell which even the bonds of love had never 
known; and the sweetness of that voice re- 
claimed the sway which momentary rage had 
discarded. The heart of the tyrant was too 
callous to the sense of crime to reprehend it in 
others, and the cunning of his mistress had 
touched the right chord in the heart of the sen- 
suglist, when she palliated crime by passion. 

From that moment Nero relinquished hig de- 
signs upon Tita, but resolved at least that the 
pleasure of bloodshed should expiate their frus 
tration. ‘Christians,’ he said, turning to Clau. 
dius, ‘ye have met for the last time. Epaphro- 
ditus, my guard.’ The freedman withdrew, arfd 
in a few moments entered, accompanied by some 
soldiers. Claudius was remanded to his cell; 
but as he gazed on Tita, the faint smile that 
beamed through his sad expression, was bor- 
rowed from the hope that their meeting above 
would never know separation, 

CHAPTER X,—THE CHRISTIAN’S TRIAL. 

The threat of the tyrant was soon to be real- 
ized; and the faith of the Christians to be tested 
by resignation to their death. Nero, ever anx- 
jous to convert the tortures of his victims to his 
own entertainment, resolved that the hour of 
their execution should be during the night, and 
the manner of it by fire, He appointed—as was 
his custom when a Christian was to die—his gar- 
dens to be fitted for the occasion, and a throne 
to be erected for himself and Acte. 

At the appointed hour, the gardens of the 
palace were illuminated, the pile surrounded by 
faggots was prepared for the martyrs, and be- 

fore it, at a short distance, stood the throne of 
him who regarded the agonies of death as light- 
ly as the mimic sports of the stage. A slow 
and solemn flourish of trumpets announced the 
approach of the procession. The monarch and 
his mistress were already on their throne. 

Preceded and followed by a numerous guard, 
the Christians drew nigh. Claudius bore in his 
‘hand a small crucifix, which, in the intervals of 
prayer, he fervently pressed to his hips, while the 
strength and submission he implored in the 
name of Him who had died for all, were audibly 
responded to by Tita. 

They were already at the stake; two of the 
guards advancing, had bound them to the pile, 
and werg on the point of firing it, when the ex- 
clamation, ‘Hold! from Nero, suspended their 
further progress. The eyes of all were turned 
to the throne; the Emperor held a scroll; his 
hands trembled while he read it, till rage and 
disappointment struggling within him, he tore 
and trampled it, Ithad been handed to one of 
tho guards surrounding the throne, and the bear- 
er had disappeared ere Nero received it. Jt ran 
as follows : 
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life, but wills not to make that service the price 
of his freedom. Itis true, that be so doing, he 
hath divulged and defeated our design. We 
forgive an act which sprung from the gentleness 
of his faith. Think not, that though some of 
us are in chains, there are not others ready toa- 
venge the manes of thy victims, and redress 
their wronged and violated country. The dag- 
ger yet remains unsheathed, and the sons of 
Rome curse the life of the tyrant. If Claudius 
and Tita perish, Nero dies! =a CONSPIRATOR.’ 

The tyrant looked on the crumbled fragments 
at his feet, as though ashamed that threats should 
change his purpose, or cheat him of his feast of 
blood. He vainly endeavored to laugh away his 
fears; but it was in vain, as his mind reverted to 
the dangers from which he had been rescued.— 
The tyrant is continually a coward, and suspi- 
cion generates those cruelties from others, which 
have teen inflicted by himself—terror prevailed, 
but cunning forgot not to enhance the pardon as 
the gift of generosity. ‘Release the Christian,’ 
he exclaimed, ‘he hath saved my life!’ He de- 
scended the throne with the Asiatic, unwilling, 
as it were, to remain on the spot where mercy 
had supplanted vengeance. 

The Christians had tasted ‘the bitterness of 
death’ in the anticipation. The reprieve called 
them back to a world whose hopes and interests 
they had forgot in the change which awaited 
them; and while they wept with gratitude for 
their pardon, faith still turned their hearts to the 
future asa home, ‘not made with hands, eternal 
in the heavens.’ 








LADIES? DEPARTMENT. 
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THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND. 

We all have peculiar views in reference to all 
subjects. We seldom find two persons having 
the same idea of any object. And perhaps in 
no instance are their views more conflicting, 
than in reference to the subject named at the 
head of this article. The difference of opinion 
arises, chiefly, from the idea each one has of 
honor. What seems to one as truly honorable, 
may seem to another of no importance. While 
some look only to appearances, others may 
judge of honor by sterling worth, as viewed in 
the light of eternity. I once knewa young la- 
dy, who thought it would almost consummate 
her ‘happiness on earth, to have a person call at 
her door and ask, ‘Is the Doctor at home? I 
knew another instance, in which a young lady 
married a gentleman, because she thought he 
was to bea minister of the Gospel. it is unne- 
cessary to enumerate all the similar cases now 
fresh in my mind. 

That there are honors attached to ail these 
considerations, is not questioned. As for in- 
stance: If a young lady would choose a husband’ 
to make a great show in the world, and move in 


be wedded to a lawyer. If he be a man of tal- |; 
ents and moral integrity, he will not only be an |} 
honorable man, but will be an honor to the pro. 
fession. If she would choose for her companion 
a man that may live, as it were, a life in- 
dependent of his fellow men, let her choose a 
farmer, But would she take one for her part- 








‘The Christian about to die hath sayed thy 















the souls of her fellow beings, then an ambasga, 
dor of Heaven would be the one she should 
choose. 
But I suppose you are anxious, kind 

hear ‘mine opinion’ Well, I will give it yoo, 
I should not like a doctor of medicine for a hus 
band, because he would be obliged to be eXposed 
to all kinds of weather, and be much absent... 
[ should not marry a lawyer, because I haye 
taste for fashionable (so called) society, Nota 
farmer, for I could not take charge of a da 
But taking all things into account,—respegtabjj, 
ty in society; usefulness among my fellow py. 
ings ; domestic enjoyments; and an eye 4 
the recompense of reward, give me——«who? 
Why, give me the double character of LL.D. 
and D. D., or, in other words, a teacher of 


youth and a teacher of religion. Mary, 
Poughkeepsie, March, 1839. 








A BROKEN HEART. 
Here is another illustration of a “broken 
heart.’ ‘A pretty, romantic heiress, who hay 
only just finished her education at one of th 
most fashionable, polishing academies at Chel. 
enham or Brighton, falls distractedly in Joy 
with a briefless but seductive young barrister 
whom she first met at church, and afterwapi 
danced with at an assize ball. Well, the affair 
progresses; but justas itis to be wound up by 
an clopement, it comes to the ears of the heto. 
ine’s parents, who, hard-hearted wretches that 
they are! instantly whisk her off to some semi. 
barbarous watering-place. Cruel catastrophe! 
The aggrieved fair one forthwith betakes herself 
to her solitary chamber; sighs and sobs, ‘from 
the rising of the sun to the going down of the 
same; reads touching poems, and stil] mor 
touching novels, and writes to all her acquaint 
ances, who, devoutly believing every word she 
says, take care to circulate the afflicting intelli. 
gence that she is dying by inches of a broken 
heart! Mark now the sequel of this sad story; 
Years have elapsed, and one day a stout, mil. 
dle.aged gentleman, with a bald head, and about 
as much sentiment in his face as a shoulderad 
mutton, meets at a dinner-party a buxom, ret 
nosod, corpulent dame, the happy mother of six 
bouncing children, thetwo Jast twins, Observe 
with what cool indifference they address each 
other; how comfortable they look ; how thor 
oughly they enjoy themselves! There is 00 
nonsense ; no delicate hesitation ; their appelite 
—the lady, you perceive, has been helped twiee 
to turkey, and a plateful each time ; and as fr 
the gentleman, he plies his knife and fork with 
a steady determination of purpose that might 
excite the envy of an alderman, And whois 
this hale, jolly conple, who if you were tosing 
them a love song, would fall fast asleep undet 
your very nose, and only wake up in time to tak 
you in for a snug rubber at whist? Canya 
ask? Why, they are the very same who twer 
ty years before, were universally believed to be 
dying of broken hearts, because they were pre 
vented from eloping with each other, 
Gentle reader, whenever you hear touching 
stories of this sort,—and I know of none tht 
are so common,—always bear in mind Sa 
Slick’s saying, ‘the only broken heart I ev 
heard tell d'was that of a New-York ticket 








ner, whose calling will enable her to do good to 


porter, who broke it in straining at a twelvesten? 
weight! 
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For the Poughkeepsie Casket. 
yoHN ADAMS AND THOMAS JEE- 
FERSON. 

It is a remarkable coincidence in the history 
of our country, that these truly great and patri- 
giicmen, Who were the only two of our Presi- 
dents that signed the instrument of our freedom 
snd independence, not ealy departed this life on 
the same day, but on the anniversary of the 

jubilee of the nation; “an anuiversary” 

(ays an eminent writer) “‘of the liberty and free- 
dom of man,” when every American bosom was 
qerflowing with thanksgiving and praise to 
God’ for our freedom and independence, so 
dearly bought by the blood of thousands of our 
fellow-countrymnen. Their spirits escaped from 
these frail tenements without a struggle or a 

n. “Their death was gentle as an infant’s 
sumber.” ‘They died just half a century af. 
ter having signed the ** Declaration of Indepen- 
dence,” which instrument was penned by the 
“immortal Jefferson.” ‘The last words of Ad 
ams were, ‘‘ Independence now, and Indepen- 
dence forever.” Those of Jefferson, “I leave 
my daughter to the protection of my God and 
country.” Both these illustrious men were fol- 
lowed through a long and active life by the ap. 
plause, gratitude and blessings of their country ; 
and when at last their spirits departed to the 


God who gave them, a nation mourned over]! _ . . 
ve 5 pers , | rit interrupts the universal harmony ; where no 


their tombs, and a nation’s response was— 
“peace to their souls.” And that American 
who does not appreciate their departed worth, 
and whose bosom does not swell with pride at 
the contemplation of the deeds achieved by and 
through the instrumentality of these immortal 
patriots, deserves not a foothold in our Jand; let 
the mark of Cain be put upon him, and Ict him 
be cast out from among us “a fugitive anda 
vagabond upon the earth,” Let no such man 
be trusted. But ajl the praises we can bestow 
must fall far short of doing justice to their 
names, which are deeply engraven on the 
hearts of their countrymen, as embracing all 
that was truly good, just, an:! patriotic, as men 
that were among us; but have gone, as this 
mortal must, to put on immortality, and are now 
enjoying in another world, the rich reward for a 
life well spent in this. An eminent statesman, 
in speaking of these men says--‘‘ The wonder 
is not, that two such men have died on the 
same day, but, that two such men, after having 
performed so many and such splendid services 
in the cause of liberty, after the multitude of 
other coincidences which seem to have linked 
their destinies together—after having been spa- 
rd to witness the great triumphs of their toils 
at home, and looked together from Pisgah’s top 
on the sublime effect of that grand impulse, 
which they had given to the same glorious cause 
throughout the world, should, on this fiftieth 
anniversary of that day on which they had ush- 
ered that cause into light, be both caught up to 
heaven together, in the midst of their raptures ! 
Is there a being of heart so ebdurate and scep- 
tical as not to feel the hand and hear the voic: 
of Heaven in this wonderful dispensation ? And 
may we not with reverence interpret its Jan- 





faithful ; 


| more diligence, that they may ere long gain that 
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have finished the work for which I sent them 
in the world, and are now called to their reward. 
Go ye and do likewise.” And we will add, 
let us preserve uncontaminated the freedom and 
liberties transmitted to us, in all their original 
purity, to hand down to generations yet unborn ; 
and on each returning anniversary of the * birth 
day of freedom,” drop a tear to the memory of 
the benefactors of our common country, where 
united stand in bold relief, the immortal names 
of Joun Apams and Tuomas Jerrersoy. 

Poughkeepsie, Feb. 1839. a. J. 
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If the insertion of the following beautifuland 
sublime description of the society of the blessed 
above, and of our condition as sojourners here 
on earth, extracted from * Dick’s Future State,” 
is not out of the sphere in which the Casxer is 
designed to move, I should like very much to 
sce it in its columns. It seems to portray in 
the most felicitous manner the glory of tha¢ in. 
heritance which is reserved in heaven for the 
and J trust would have a tendeney to 
inspire in the minds of many of your thoughtful 
readers, an ardent desirg to press forward with 


blissful kingdom, where unmingled felicity for. 
ever reigns. R. D. 


**O blessed and glorious society! where no 
contentions ever arise ; where no malignant spir 


malevolent affection is ever displayed ; where 
no provocation disturbs the serenity of the mind; 
where not one revengeful thought arises against 
the most depraved inhabitant of the universe ; 
where a single falsehood is never uttered ; where 
folly ,impertinence and error never intrude ; 
where no frown sits lowering on the counten- 
ance, and no cloud ever intercepts the sun-shine 
of benevolenee; where ** Holiness to the Lord” 
is inscribed on every heart; where every mem- 
ber is knit to another by the indissoluble bends 
of affection and esteem ; where a friendship is 
eommenced that shall never be dissolyed ; where 
love glows in every bosom, and henignity beams 
from every countenance; where moral excel. 
lence is displayed in its most sublime, and diver. 
sified, and transporting forms; where “a mul- 
titade which no man can number, from all na. 
tions, and kindreds, and people and tongues,” 
join in unigon with angels and archangels, prin- 
cipalities and powers, in swelling the song of 
salvation to Him that sits upon the throne, and 
to the Lamb that was slain forever and ever! 
Ye glorious hostg of heaven, who minister to the 
heirs of salvation on earth! Ye redeemed in- 
habitants from our world, “who came out of 
great tribulation, and are now before the throne 
of God, and serve him day and night i in his tem- 
ple !” we long to join your blessed society. You 
dwell amidst scenes of magnificence, and the 
splendors of eternal day ; you are forever secure 
from sin gad sorrow, and every evj] annoyance ; 
your joys are uninterrupted, ever increasing 
and ever new; your prospects are boundless as. 
the univerge, and your duration permanent gs 
the throne of the Eternal! We dwell “in heu- 
ses of clay,” whose foundation is in the dust; 





guage? Is it not this? ‘ These are my beloved 
servants, in whom I am well pleased. Thoy 





we sojourn jn “a land of pits gnd snares,” and 








we walk amidst scenes of sorrow and suffering, 
surrounded by “ the tents of strife,” and exposed 
to the malice of “lying lips and deceitful 
tongues!” From our earthly prison, to which 
We are now chained as “ prisoners of hope,” we 
lift up our eyes to your happy mansions, with 
longing desires, and exclaim, * O that we had 
the wings of a seraph, that we might fly away 
to your blissful seats and be at rest!” We long 
to join * the general assembly and church of the 
first-born which are written in heaven—the 
spirits of just men made perfect—the innumera- 
ble company of angels—Jesus the Mediator of 
the New Covenant, and God the Judge of all.” 
= a) 
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OBSOLETE WORDS IN THE BIBLE. 

The present English version of the Bible was 
published in the reign of James I., of England, 
about 200 years ago; and hence, many words 
occurring in it have become disused, bythe 
constant change and improvement of our lan- 
guage. Anenumeration of the most important 
of these may be serviccable to the biblical stu. 
dent ; but those who wish to have full informa- 
tion, are referred to the introduction to Webster’s 
edition of the Bible, from which we haye deri- 
ved most of our remarks. 

The words wist, wit and wot, are used for 
knew and know, thus, Ex. ii. 4—‘His sister 
stood afar off, to wit what would become of him,’ 
that is, ‘to know what would become of him.’ 

Deal—this signifies a part; as, a ‘tenth deal 
of flour; a ‘tenth partof flour.’ 

Trow—suppose ; ‘I trow not,’—‘suppose not.’ 

Score—is used for ‘twenty ;? as, ‘three score,’ 
sixty, &c. 

Ward—means guard ; 
guard. 

Kine—signifies cows ; as, in Pharaoh’s dream, 
the ‘seven lean kine,’ are seven lean cows, &c. 

Folk—this word has hardly yet become obso 
Iete—but yet, it isnot very generally used. It 
means people, persons. 

Tale—number ; as, 2 ‘tale of bricks’—a num- 
ber of bricks. 

The word Jez is ysed whcre we would now 
employ the word hinder; as, ‘he who letteth, 
will let’.—he who hindereth, will hinder. 

Tache—applied to the tabernacle, for button ; 
‘fifty taches of gold’—fifty buttons of gold. 

S is used for boiled—~as, ‘eat not of it 
raw, nor sodden at all with water, but roasted 
with fire’—‘boiled with water,’ 

The capitals of the columns of the taberna- 
cle are called chapiters, 

Stricken—is uscd where we would now say 
‘advanced ;’ as, ‘well gtricken in years’—advan- 
ced in years. 

Eschew—is used, where shun would be better 
understood—as Job is said to haye been a man 
‘eschewing evil—that i ig, ‘shunning evil.’ 

The word carriages is used ingtead of furni. 
ture, or baggage ; as, ‘he took up bis earriages’ 
—that is, his baggage. 

Quick—means living; ‘the Judge of quick 
and dead’—living and dead. 

Prevent—generally, means anticipate; and 
isso used in many . "Phus, Ps. exix— 
‘Mine eyes prevented the night watches ;’ that 


‘in ward’ — ander 








within “the region of the shadow of Death ;”; 


L is, anticipated the night watches, 
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Take no thought, according to the significa- 
tion of the original word, should be rendered, be 
not anxious; thus, ‘take no thought for the 
morrow’—be not anxious fer the morrow. 

Offend—as our translators use the word, 
means to causc tosin; ‘whoever shal! offend one 
of these little ones’ that is,eause them to sin; ‘if 
thine eye offend thee,’ that is, cause thee to sin. 

Conversation—applies not merely to language 
and speaking, but the whole manner of life and 
condact; thus, Paul speaks of his conversation 
in the Jews’ religion, meaning his manner of life 
while a Jew. 

Fellow—as we use the word, often implies 
contempt—the word man, or equal, must be 
understood, when it occurs in the Bible: thus, 
‘Jehovah’s fcllow,’ is, Jehovah's cqual. 

Beast—as applied in the Apocalypse, were liv- 


ing ercatures, Juvenile Miss Intel, 








AN INTELLIGENT MULE. 


M. de Cambolas, the head of an cld parlia- 
mentary family of Toulouse, which had Jong 
been distinguished for learning, integrity and 
freedom from party spirit, resided about as far 
from the Palais de Justice, as the Port Saint 
Denis is distant from the Carrasal. M. Cam- 
bolas, who being the senior president of the Par- 
liament, was called the Doyen, procecded regu- 
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CHANGING HUSBANDS. 


As two ladies were coming out of one of our 
fashionable churches the other Sunday, they 
some how or other had the misfortune to change 
husbands—a mistake which, as both parties 
were goirg the same way, was not immediately 
discovered. Each of the ladies, as soon as slie 
had got her gentleman by the arm, naturally be- 
gan totalk with al] her might, in order to make 
up for the silence she had been obliged to main- 
tain in church. 

Mrs. A. addressing Mr. B, began—‘My dear, 
what made you get asleep in the middle of the 
sermon ?—-I am actually ashamed of your con- 
duct.’ 

‘My conduct, my dear,’ said Mrs. B., ‘I’m 
sure I did’nt get asleep.’ 

‘Not get asleep! How ean you tell sucha 
monstrous fib, and on Sunday too? Didnt I 
have to jog you half a dozen times before I 
could awake you ?” 

‘By no means—I hav’nt been asleep to-day, 
my dear. Surely, your thoughts must have 
/been strangely wandering from the purpose 
of Worship, to have taken such a fancy into 
your head. What made you imagine I was 
| asleep 7” 
‘Imagine, sir !—there’s no imagination in the 
| case; it’s all matter of fact. Why, man alive, 
| you snored so loud as to wake up half the con- 
































larly every morning at 6 o’clock to the Palais de 
Justice, mounted on his mule, which was a fine 
animal of the limsisinbrced. This important 
personage, before whom the inhabitants of'Tou- 
louse bowed their heads and trembled, trotted to 
and from the house to the Palais, unaccompani. 
ed by a valet or attendant of any kind. The 
fveling inspired by M. le Doycn was not unming- 
led with fear, for he was a severe judge, inflexi- 
ble to vice, and merciless to the infringers of the 
law. On arriving at the inner gate of the Va- 
Jais, M. de Cambolag was met by the usher,who 
placed a stool for him to step on, and helped 
him to alight. The mule then, at the signal of | 
a gentle tap of the usher’a wand, turned round 
and set off ata trot to the stable adjoining his 
master’s hotel, where his proveuder was in rea- 
diness for him, At precise!y ten minutes before 
twelve, the mule again started from his resting- 
place, and trotted back alone to the Palaig, in 
the court .yard of which he never failed to arrive 
just as the clock struck twelve. Tue venerable 
Doyen then bestrided his faithful limoisin, and 
returned home; tothe mule, the business of the 
day was then over; though only half ended to 
his worthy master. This routine had been kept 
up for the space of thirty years, uninterrupted by 
any accident. The mule passed and re-passed 
every day twice with the Doyen and twice 
without him, and with such yndeviating punc- 
tuality with regard ta time, that clocks and 
watches were regulated by his appearance, and 
many a rendezvous was fixed with this formula : 
‘Rely on me, I will be as punctual as the mule 
of Mr, de Cambolas. The mule was known to 
all the inhabitants of Toulouse, young and old. 
He shared no small portion of the veneration 
which was rendeg’d to his mester—and noge of 
the boys of Toulouse, though certainly not less 
mischievous thar those of Paris, would have 








_gregation; them you began to talk in your 
_sleep-—and if Ihad’nt waked you up just as I 
| dds I don’t know what would have becn the 
consequence. Fie! my dear, I’m really shocked 
at you !’ 

‘At me! I'd have you know, Mrs. B.’-—— 

‘Mrs. B.! who’s Mrs. B,? Why, the man is 
crazy! Letme tell you, Mr. A,, this conduct 
is very unbecoming. Yes, Mr, A., I wiil just 
inform’ 

‘Who the devil is Mr. A.? Why, Mrs. B., 
you must be crazy instead of me!’ 

By this time the gentleman and lady began to 
be mutually suspicious of the soundness of one 
another's mtcllects; and Jooking in each other’s 
faces to confirm their suspicions, they at the 
same time discovered that each had got the 





wrong partner. 

In the mean time, Mrs. B., before she had 
got fairly over the threshold of the church, af. 
fectionately pressing the arm of Mr. A., began— 
‘My dear, what a beautiful bonnet Mrs.Twitch- 
ell has got! Did you notice it ? 

‘No, I did not,’ replied Mr. A., ‘but dare say 
it must be handsome, since you commend it—] 
always rely upon your taste, you know. By- 
the-by, my dear, what are you going to have 
for dinner ?” 

‘Why, a piece of roast mutton.’ 

‘Roast mutton!’ exclaimed Mr. A., turning 
up his nose ; ‘I’d as lief eat a piece of tom-cat. 
I never could endure roast mutton ; the only de. 
cent way of cooking mutton is to. boil it, and set 
iton the table, with plenty of drawn butter.and 
parsley.’ 

‘Indeed ! said Mrs. B., somewhat contemptu- 
ously ; ‘where did you learn. all this knowledge 
of cookery, my dear? 

‘Where did I learn it? Why, hav’nt I always 






‘And Iam surprised you shouid Menton ty 
Subject now; really, it is the first time | ‘ 
| heard you speak of it.’ = 

‘The first time!’ 

‘It is indeed ; but we won't dispute abou 
piece of mutton inthe streets. Oh, wiih, 
charming bonnet that was of Mrs. Twitchelty 
I do wish, my dear, you would gct me just such 
a one,’ 
|| ‘Certainly, if you insist upon it. But where 
|, are you going ?~—this is not our house » 

‘Not our house! Susely the man j 4 
himself !’ ; _“ 
With that, Mrs. B. gavsc the bell a Violent 
ring, and while waiting for the servant, she 
chanced to leok round, and just then discovered 
that she had got the wrong man ; and. he Pers 
ceived also that he had got the Wrong Woman, 
They of course gave a mutual explanation of 
surprise, and began to look about them for theip 
legitimate partners, when up came the other 
odd couple. A hearty laugh now ensued ; my. 
tual apologies took place, and each lady de, 
paried with her husband to her own home jx 
but the different parties, it is said, were not a 
little chagrived at the exposure of their partic, 
ular foibles,which took place in the conversation 
above related, 














The Inscriptions of Dighton Rock have been 
to the multitude a matter of great curiosity, and 
to the antiquarian a ‘stumbling block,’ for cen- 
turies. Some have supposed that they wer 
the work of the red men, while others are of o. 
pinion that we are indebted to the Northmen 
for these cnigmatical hyeroglyphies. ‘The So 
ciety of Antiquarians at Copenhagen, who have 
for a few years past been busily engaged in col. 
lecting and decyphering musty Icelandic manu- 
scripts, have, it is well known, publishéd an e& 


records, which leave but little doubt that the 
New World was discovered by the hardy navi. 
gators of the frozen North, as early as the 11h 
century; that colonies were established by 
them in what are now the etates of Massachu. 
setts and Rhode-Island, if not other parts of the 
continent, and that Christian. missionaries from 
tha: country proclaimed the Gospel in those col- 
onies. Butto return to the Rock: The Anti 
quarians of Copenhagen. have made up their 
minds that the inscriptions upon it were carved 
by the Northmen. ;. but Gov. Everett has satisfi. 
ed his own mind that this is not the case, In 
his lecture at the Warren.street Chapel, he stated. 
that Mr. Catlin, in answer to a question from 
him, (Gov. Everitt,) whether he had ever seen. 
such an inscription in the Indian country, said 
that he had seen hundreds of them on white 
quartz rock, and that.if he had copied. all of 
them. they would have filled a volume of more 
than a thousand pages. He had scen a high 
wall of this beautiful rock, of some miles in. 
length, completely covered with inscriptions-of 
precisely the character as those on Dighton 
Rock. 


A. Goon Reasox.—A young Ambrose, at ® 
political festival, gave the following toast :. 

‘The Ladies—-We admire them, because «£ 
their beauty—respect them, because of their 
virtue—adore them, because of their intelli~ 


Boston Trans, 














told you never tp reast mutton? I'm surprised 























yontered to tease o.¥ annoy, the privileged mule. 


Prince Cambaceres. 


~~ 


7 
* 


you should be so obstinate.’ 


gence—and love them, because we can’t help it.” 


laborate work containing many of these ancient 
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a ees ee 

|] HAVE NO Time,’—Such is the excuse we often 
beat, especially from the lips ef young persons, when 
importuned to study. Those who are engaged in me- 
chanical or mercantile pursuils,are yery apt to coaceive 


shat the: whole time mustbe, and is, devoted exclusive- 


ly to business ; is 
‘leaf have no time,’ they neglect those opportunities 


the improvement of which 





and hence, excusing themselves on the 


for gequirin 5 knowled ze, 
gould be so essentially coud icive of world y happiness 
sid prosperity. Ww ith business men, this plea at times 
gems to have € »asiderable force ; yet, could we core 
oly estimate ihe aggreg ite of tine spent by them in 
geless, or worse than usclo s pursuits,;when separated 
fom bu ness affairs, we should find such a plea weak 
yd unavailing, How miny there are, who having 
yosecuied Dasiness from morning till might, steal away 
wthe coffee-room, or elsewhere, and idle away an 
jourin puffing a cigar, or overloading the stomrch with 
he dainties of the caterer’s larder. 
them to 
each evening to study, and they sill meet you with the 


end that there is no man who is, or ought to be, so en- 
grossed with business affairs, but d ily opportunities 
jo or should, present themselves, for him to add riches 
unto his mind, as well as his purse ; and it needs only 
the will for every man, every youth, to find time to in- 
crease in knowledge by study, 

la looking over the life of Dr. Adam Clarke, the rea- 
jerwill be frequently astonished at the amount of in- 
tellectual and manual labor that great man performed , 


fil knowledge of every kind, He enjoyed much of the 
felicity of domestic intercourse, travelled on foot hun 
iedsof miles in the performance of his duties as a 
ninister of the Gospel, became well acquunted with 
all the minutia of almost every useful art, and yet pro- 
jwed a work (Commentaries), which fur magnitude 
wi learning, has never been excelled. As a specimen 
{his labors, we extract the following from a letter to 

is wife, dated Dec. 21, 1824. 

Vith an old pen,—to my wife, M iry Clarke: 

My Dear Mury,—I began my comment on Jeremiah 
Nov, 1, 1824, and finished that and the Lamentations 
oa the $0:h of the same month. I begin my comment 
a Ezekiel, Dec, 1, and finished it this day, Dec, 21, 
1824; and the whole has been written with this miser- 
ablepen, with which I write this, and which I here 
eaclose, 

With thie pour pon I wrote these books, 


Made of a gray goose quill; 
A pen *twas then with shabby looks, 
And a pen I leave itetill. 


Jeremish and Lamentations occupy 220 closely writ- 
ten large quarto pages, and Ezekiel 176 piges. Total 
Ever yours, at command, 
Avam CLARgg,’ 








death of this young and gifted authoress, but at that 
tims no particulars of the immediate cause of her sud- 
dén departure had been received, Recent arrivals from 
Europe give us these porticulars, as fur as can be as- 
certained. Soon after her arrival, she wrote home to) 
fiends, and in her letters she remarked, ‘I am well and | 
happy.’ Itseems that she was subject to spasmodic | 
tection, succeeded by fainting, for which she usually 
Wok prussic acid, diluted in water, On the 15th of Oc-| 
her, she was fe ind prostrate upon the floor of her | 


Poon inher hand; and it is supposed that she had 
cidenta ily taken too much when suddenly attacked 





And yet, urge | 
improve their intelleets by devoting an hour | 


; . ? 
(nock dowa’ argument, ‘Lhave no time.’ But we con- | 


‘ ° 5 
and yet he found auaple time te store his mind with use. | 


‘LE. L.’—We noticed, a short time since, the | 








parimeat, in a dying sinte, with a bottle of the fatal’ | 


with spasms, She was lying near the dvor, where it, Lee, Troy. Samuel B. Wait, travelliog agent. 
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was probable she had gone to cry for help.» She was 
well and in good spirits prior to the sad event, and had 
written home the evening previous, and expressed her 
happy contentedness, 

The following beautiful lines are the last production 
of her pen. They are peculiarly impressive, as the 
last glimmering lightef a lost star, that 


——'has left the kindling sky.’ 


THE POLAR STAR. 


This star siaks below the honzon in certain latitudes. 1 
watched it sink jawer and lower every night, till at last at 
disappeared. 


A star has left the kindling sky— 
A lovely northern light > 

How many planets ae on high! 
Bat that hus lcfi the night. 


I miss its bright fimiliar face : 
It was a friend to me, 

Associate with my native place, 
And those beyond the sea, 


It rose »pon our English sky, 
Shone o’er our English lend, 

Ani brought back many a loving eye, 
And many a gentle hand, 


It seemed to answer to my thought— 
It called the past to mind, 
And with its welcome presence brought 


AIT had left behild, 


he voyage it lights no longer, ends 
Soon on a foreign shore :— 

How canI but recall the frends 
Whom | may see no more! 


Fresh from the pain it was to part— 
How could I bear the pain ? 

Yet strony the omen in my heart 
That says—We meet again, 


Meet with a deeper, dearer love, 
For absence shows the worth 

Of all from which we then remove— 
Friends, home, and native earth, 


Thon lovely polar star! mine eyes 
Still turned the first on thee, 
Til I have felt a Sud surprise 
That none looked up with me, 


But thou hast sunk below the wave, 
Thy radiant place unknown: 

I scem to stand beside a grave, 
And stand by it alone, 


Farewell,— Ah, would to me were given. 
A power upon thy light, 

What words upoa our Haglish heaven 
Thy loving rays should write! 


Kind messages of love and hope 
Upen thy rays should be ; 

Thy shining orbit would have scope 
Scareely enough for me, 


Oh, fancy vain as it is fond, 
And litde needed too, 
My friends! I need not look beyond 
My heart, to look for you! L. BL. 





Erratum.—Inthe article on Silk Cultare in our last, 


|| first paragraph, for ‘beautiful specimens,’ read ‘beautiful 


spinners.” 








To Correspondents,—The productions of ‘Rosa’ are 
ever welcome to our columns, 
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“Cortland couaty—Calvin Harringtow and Thomas K, Har- 


ringten, Farmington, Oniario county—S. W. Alger, Hack - 
ensack, Ageut fur Dutchess and Orange counties—S mi 








THE CHAPLET OF COMUS, 


eS 


‘The editor of the Vevay Times has made an attempt 
10 write poetry, ‘The following is-the result ; 
*T'here’s nothing in this wide world so sweet, 
As—a good apple-dumpling with lasses o’nt.’ 
We agree with our Boston frieud, the dumpling i 
preferable to the poetry, > enon tees 








_ An old lady in Connecticut is collecting ali the po!i:- 
cal papers she can lay her hands on, to make soap of, 
Sne says they are a ‘despvet sight better than ashes— 
they are mst as good as clear Ge? 


The editor of a westera paper says, ‘We want a 
and oats,” Rather hard food for intelectual poo arg 
just the thing for asses, 


An [rishmin was one day brooght before a m*gis- 
trate for marrying six wives, ‘Huw could you be so 
hardened a vilain? asked the mayisirate,” ‘ Please 
your worship, says Pat, ‘I was ony after getting: a 
good one,’ 


An old negro could not be persuaded.that @ fish 
ie oe 7 he argued thus: ‘Guess Massa 
ooat swallow any fish—providin’ his mouf Lar; 
and de fish small ena oo a ul 


The Philadelphia Times says, ‘We bow to. the su 
premacy of tuteilect—nothing else.’ How many peo- 
ple there are, who are ia the habit of bowing to a 
sneeze ! 


‘Is your powder good?” asked a sportsman of a scl- 
ler, “Giood—indeen itis, ©A cask of it got on fire the 
oun day, and before I could get a pail of water, it huif 

ural up. 


The fall most likely to injure'a person’s brain is—to 
fallin love with a pretty maid, 


A captain of a vessel loading coals, went into his 
merchaut’s counting-toom, and requested the loin of a 
rake, “The morchan:, looking towards his elerks, re- 
plied, ‘I have a num r of them, but none, I be.ieve 
Wish to be hauled over the coals!’ : 


An old Tidy dowa east recently slept so sound that 
when she awoke she did not tw f br she was! 


aimee 
THE KNOT. 
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MARRIED, 


On the 23th ult., by the Rev..C. W. Carpenter 3 
B. B REYNOIDS, to Miss ELIZABLDO REY 
NOLDS, all of Poughkeepsie. 

la this village, on Sunda evening last, by the Rev 
Mr. Mana, Me, JOHN $ ‘Mis NE 
HEERMANCE. ve we eatate 

On Saturday evening, March. 2d, 1839, by 3 
are esd at pe patna of Amaziah Wiaesier, 
$q., Joun Netson Warren, to Lavi J } 
village of Poughkeepsie. ; wae? a 7" og 

At South Canaan, Conn., on the 26th ult. the R 
Mr. Woodbtrid e, Mr. James H. Cuasr, of enya 
Dutchess Dutchess co., to Miss Mary ARN, youngest 
daughter of De Enoch Root, of the former places 

At Washington, on the 2-th ult by Heury Taiimad 
esq., Mr. Eywaep Cuasg, of Clinton, tot erty 
C4 eldest daughter of Mr. Jordan Carhart, of the for- 
mer place. ’ 


At Stanfordville, on Thursday the 28th ult. - 
ry Tallmadge, esq., Mr. ‘fuomas BULLIS, to Mi et te 
RieT, daughter of Mc. Joseph Gorton, all of Stanford. 


In this village, on the evening of the 2tth instant 
by Silas E, Uaight, Esq., Mr. Joux Lawis to Mrs: Ma” 
ria TANT. . 

At Uppet Red Huok, on Thursday evening, F 
7th, by the Rev. J. Rowley, Me, Sees Peon Salven, 


of Upper Red Hook, to Miss Mary 
Mills, of Rhinebeck’. » daughter of Henry 





THE KNELL. 








DIED, 
In this village, on Tuesday morning, 26th j Mrs. 


Cevia Lewis, consort of the late Leonard Lewis, in the 
89th year of her age. The friends of the deceased are- 
requested to attend ber funeral to. morrow forenoon, at 
10 o'clock, at the Presbyterian Church. 

In this village, ou Sunday evening last, Heten Mary,. 
daughter of Doct. Elias 'T'rivett, aged 7 years and 6.mo- 

On the 3d inst., after a long protracted iliness, which 
she vore with Christian resignation Nexuy, the wife of 
Juba E. Pell, in the-62d year of her age. 

Oa Saturday last, Egwarp, youngest son of Doct. 
Elias Trivett aged 4 years. 


In this town, on the 19h ult., Anogune, wife of 
Joha U. Budd, aged 44 years. : 








| 


At Wappinger’s Creek, on ‘T’bursday the 2! st ult., Jane,, 
wife of James Ingham, esq., aged 38 years. 
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For the Ponghkcepsic Casket. 
THE TAREE SISTERS. 
SUSAN, 
Bright as the halo of » summer cloud, 
Sweet as the odor that its tear hath given, 
Dear as the dew-drop smiling through the shroud 
Of days that time hath yielded back to Heaven ; 
So, gentle one, thou from the earth wert riven, 
Youngest and fairest of the buds of love, 
And lonely to the shore of Time wert driven, 
To seck thine olive like a tender dove, 
Cast from the ark of life to wing its flight above. 


An there were tears and sighs the when they found 
thee 

In thy yong blossom—sleeping stil! with Death, 
For he had cast his dieamless shade around thee, 

And poured upon thy brow his chilling breath, 
And he hath laid his hand upon the wreath 

Of clustering ringlets round thy brow that twined, 
As if to break each tie that severeth 

From the still tomb the temple ofa mind, 

‘That for a moment here a resting-place might find, 

ELIZABETH. 

There were two left: the brightly-risen sun 

Of their young day had not attained its noon, 
But theirs, like them, were born, alas! to run 

In brightness on till Death should cloud them soon 
And scarce upon thy dust the pearly boon 

Of tears had told the grief her heurt bad riven 
E’er yet another in her life’s first bloom 

Was called to meet thee in thy sun-bright Heaven, 

When to the trust of Death her latest sigh was 

given. 


It was atearful thing to see her lying, 

The wreck of all that Beauty loved before; 

It seemed as all that earth could love were dying, 
As Time had cust all beauty from its shore, 

And oft we prayed that those blue eyes might pour 
Tae light of love upon those hearts again, 

And then we sighed to think that earth no more 
Might hear thy gentle footsteps, It was pain, 
And yet methinks tis joy to know that "tis thy 

g.in. 
LAURA, 

Maid of the sunny brow ! too bright and pure 
Was Love's own voice within thee for the earth, 

And it were meet that thou should’st pass before 
Dark Sorrow’s wing—ere it had le t a dearth 

In thy young spirit; for thy very birth 
Seemed locked in hers whose memory lingered 

there; 

A memory that had torn the veil of mirth 
From thy young heart, and left to rankle there 
The lonely harp of grief with all its strings laid 

bare. 

And yet we wept, thatas a solemn token 
OF earth’s said frailty, thou had’st left its sod 

And with thy hopes of life still all unbroken, 

Had loosed the clusp that parted thee from Gop ; 

And we have traced again the path we trod, 

To place thy sisters in their bed of rest, 

And we‘have dent to kiss the chastening rod 

That fvels as svith a blight upon our breast, 
And in our hearts have prayed that we might thus 
be blessed. 
_Ah! thus it ever,is! the strongest bands 
That Love e’er'braided with her rosy fingers 
Must sever at the tough of those cold hands, 
And leave no trace but-on our hearts that lingers ; 
_And O! "tis sad that these, the fondest clingers 
‘To Love’s.pure altar, may rot linger there, 
«That Death's insatiste darts—jbe surest wingers 
That.ever parted one from bliss or care, 
Should rankle in the hearts pf those we hold most 
fair, 

Yet shall. we mourn as those whose hopes are fled 

When their sole earthly gems from earth ace fly- | 


.ing ? 
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And shall we murmur that the clay be dead 

When all that Heaven can give rewards the dy- 

ing ? 

No! let the tears that on our lids are drying, 

Stand as a prism to Hope’s rainbow hues ; 
And the deep grief that in our hearts is sighing 

Waste into zephyrs that shall bring us views 

Of Love's bright fount which many a spirit’s song 

imbrues, 
March, 1839. 
TD 
The following beautiful lines are from the February 
number of the ‘Ladies’ Companion,’ illustrative of a 
handsome engraving, representing the stirring scene at 
the Castle of Front-de-Beuf, between a Knight Tem- 
plir and a fair Jewess, as pictured by Scott, in his 
‘Ivanhoe.’ 
REBECCA AND SOIS GUILBERT. 
The brightest pattern of a sect 
To woe and wandering elect— 
A Hebrew maid—she stands e: ect 
Upon an air-hung wall! 
Behold! Her eyes are guards to her, 
Her champion’s her character — 
And lo! The Templar dares not stir 
Lest from that tower she fall. 


ROSA, 


O, matchless maid—cxample high! 
Far better ‘tis at once to die 
Than be enforced in crime to lie, 

Or, worse, to tamely yield. 
O, woman, though thy charms be great, 
Though every gift adorn thy state, 
Thine is the darkest, direst fute, 

Save Virtue be thy shield. 


So felt Rebecca ia the hour 
When Bois Guilbert, with fiendish power, 
Sought in the ‘Templar’s mossy tower 

To sta’n her maiden fame, 
Though death were hers—yet death had been 
A better treasure than to win 
An endless heritage of sin, 

And live a life of shame, 


Bright fires are glazing now her eyes, 

With lofty words now she deties 

The passions which within him rise— 
How firmly does she stand! 

Impersonating Virtue there, 

She seems just born, a thing of uir, 

With will and power to do and dare, 
To threaten and command, 


‘Remain thou there, thou haughty man— 
Move but a step—a single span— 
I plunge below this bartisan 

Upon the court-yard stones. 
Ere this my cheek shall blush with shame, 
Ere I will wrong my maiden fame, 
Or spot the honored Hebrew name, 

I plunge and crush these bones | 


‘Ay! here I safely stand, proud knight, 
Not in thy power, though in thy sight, 
For Heaven has shown a path of light— 
Escape from thine abode. 
Ere trust her honor unto thee, 
The Jewish maiden thou shait see 
Prefer death’s endless liberty, 
Giving her soul to Gop! 


‘I fear thee not—and thank the hour 
That gave unto thy race the power 
To raise thus high this dizzy tower, 
To fall from which is death. 
Thy words I heed not, Bois Guilbert, 
For though thou promisest to spare, 
I know, proud Templar, thou art there! 
Thy words are merely breath! 


‘Peace, if thou wilt—but with this place 
Between us twain—a fitting space— 
*Tis ours to gaze, while on thy face 

Is fixed Guilt’s pale dismay. 





A 


f 


“aLIND 





Nay, blush not, Templar, still gaze ont 

Nay, quail not, brave and foolish one— 

What! Dost repent what thou hast done? 
Ay, turn thy steps away !’ 


Biest Hebrew maid! to thee belong 
Hope, faith and virtue, courage strong— 
The Templar fears to do thee wrong, 
And now shall harm thee not, 
Thy honor’s safe! Thou’rt living still— 
What—living? Yes; she ever will— 
While eyes shall o’er thy pages fill, 
Immortal Walter Scott! 
EC SEL ED 
THE SABBATH. 
The world is full of toil, 
It bids the traveller roam, 
It binds the laborer to the soil, 
The student to his home— 
The beasts of burden sigh, 
O’erloaded and opprest— 
The Sabbath lifts its banner high, 
And gives the weary rest, 


The world is full of care, 
The haggard brow is wronght 
In furrows as of fixed despair, 
And check'd the heavenward thought; 
But with indignant grace 
The Sabbath’s chastening tone 
Drives money-changers fiom the place 
Which Gop doth call his own. 


The world is full of grief, 
Sorrows o’er sorrows roll, 

And the far hope that brings relief 
Doth sometimes pierce the soul, 

The Sabbath’s peaceful bound 
Bears Mercy’s holy seal, 

A ‘balm of Gilead’ for the wound 
That man is weak to heal, 


The world is full of sin, 
A dangerous flood it rolls, 

The unwearied to its breast to win, . 
And whelm unstable souls, 

The Sabbath’s beacon tells 
Of reefs and wrecks below, 

And warns, though gay the billows swell, 
Beneath are death and wo, 


There is a world where none 
With fruitiess labor sigh, 

Where care awakes no lingering groar, 
And grief no agony; 

Where sin with fatal arts 
Hath never forged herchains, 

But deep enthroned in angel hearts, 
One endless Sabbath reigns, 


L. . 6 
ead 


ANAGRAM ON ‘uNITE’ AND ‘uNTtIs,’ 
Five letters, righ'ly placed, will give 
A word to lovers dear, 
When they in wedlock’s bands would live 
For many a happy year. 


But when their quarrels bitter grow, 
If otherwise combined, 
The self-same letters serve to show 


How they relief may find! E. PHEL?S, 


DOUBLE ACROSTIC ON ‘yNITE’ AND ‘UnTIE’ 
U-nite and Untie are the same—so say yo-U; 
N-ot in wedlock, I ween, has the unit ybee-N ; 
I-nthe drama of marriage eachwand’ 

T-o unew face would fly—all except you or J, 
E-ach seeking to‘alter thespel? in their scen-E. 


MISS L, H, SHERIDA®. 
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